A haunting, bittersweet dream... and other nocturnal theater-mysteries...

(May 20,-06)
I'm of the school where dreams are either (or both) a slightly hallucinogenic problem-solving theater, and/or a purging of 'brain trash,' which can also be described as a 'brain-RAM flush.'

Dreams are far too varied and interpretive (vague) to be prophetic or meaningful, usually, at best, it can entertain, help discover a new angle of a problem, or settle a troubled mind on a recurring subject.

I've also noted that a little Nyquil adds to the fun. (only when you're sick, folks)

So, since apparently I have some notable dreams, (for instance, the >>> Awesome Half-Life 3 Dream <<< ) I've included some of the more curious ones here, beginning with a very recent one.



(these are rather strange and depressing, just so you know)

Tragic Genius

This one concerns the love of my life, we'll call her 'S.' S is a Nordic-looking girl, pageboy blonde hair, sharp blue eyes that could either win sympathy or rivet you into attention, tall (6'1",) incredibly built and a very happy and sweet demeanor; easily, the best girlfriend I've ever had. We parted suddenly and somewhat mysteriously, of course I took it pretty hard, and she immediately moved back to Europe, or so I'm told. She, according to everyone that saw us together, from strangers to lifelong pals, was 'the one' for me. To fully understand the following dream, this is pretty relevant, my memory of her, my feelings about her, then and now, without going into too much detail.

The dream :

I walked into a pleaslingly soft-lit, beige building, it was a classic inner-city high school building that had apparently turned into mental clinic of sorts, but this wasn't quite 'Over the Cuckoo's Nest,' it was more an outpatient/mild affliction kind-of place.

I was going there because news trickled down to me that S finally wanted to see me, after all of these years; I was curious, and, with a bit of dread in tow, traveled across town to see her, in this 'recovery center.'

I walked in, and S was there, reading a book, and she turned to me once I was close enough to touch. She lit up like the Fourth of July when she saw me, in the manner of happiness that I sorely miss seeing in her face. She threw her arms around me, and hugged me rather tightly, it then occured to me that whatever happened to her that sent her here, she didn't remember our breaking up, we were still together; we'd actually had broken up years ago, and this was the first time I'd seen her since. Here. In this mental ward.

"I miss you so much!" she said to me, bright-eyed and perky, "I even wrote your name in Arial font, and am working on a geometric algorithm for a vector-based subroutine to draw it out! Once I finish that, I'm going to see if I can do it in script."
"Amazing," I said, though my amazement was a little suspicious, "what's that you're playing, on your radio?"
"Triste Dimanache, I took violin up three days ago, I memorized it by Sunday, and I hope to get 'Flight of the Bumblebee' down before the weekend. However, I can't rush the calluses I need to play perfectly."

"So...," I say, as an icebreaker into why she was here, "Is it true what they tell me, that you've been using Heroin?"
"Oh, yes," she said, as if I were talking about Chocolate Cake, "but I've cut WAY down. I have my own blend, you see, the orderlies have no idea... not that much Heroin, though, in the cut."

"I see," I said, disappointed, but confused about her shooting up any amount of Heroin, yet her demeanor being bubbly and sharp-witted... in addition, though twisted as her pursuits are, she was becoming an insane genius.
"Oh, it's SO good to see you!" she said, embracing me again, kissing me on the cheek, "I only wish we could spend more time together, but, visiting hours, you know."
"I know."
"Hey, when I get out, do you want to visit Goa, India? Beautiful Beaches! Just give me a week or two warning, so I can learn Hindi."

At this point, I was just about going to lose it, my beautiful love of my life simply out of her mind, brilliant and insane, loving me dearly as if still in the peak of our relationship, all of those years ago. Those bright eyes, that wide, sincere smile, those embraces that you know meant something...

"Time's almost up," I heard over my shoulder.
"Come here," she said, hugging me again, "Sorry we didn't have a whole lot of time together, will you see me tomorrow?"
"Yes," I said, doing my best to hold my composure, "I will."
"Good, I'm going to hand-make you some 'I love you' cards, I'm sure you'll like one of them."

I kissed her lightly on the lips goodbye, and was stopped by a physician on the way out.

"Did you talk to her about her 'habit?' Did you get any details?"
"I talked to her, but she just said something about her own cocktail."
"Yeah, I know. None of us can figure out what it is, or how she's doing it, but what she's shooting up is killing her."
"What?"
"What I'm saying is that, well, to put it nicely, she's not very long for this world."

I looked over my shoulder, at my lovely, lovely S, and she spun around a second later, eyes big and blue, smiling happily, waving eagerly, hopeful to see me again soon. She was in love again. We were in love again. She was the genius I knew, if not twisted, but amplified. She was killing herself for the brain-rush. She was delusional and forgetful, however, she was mine again, to a rather strange extent, and not for very much longer.

"Well," I said to the physician, "I'll be here every day. When she 'goes,' I'll be by her side."
"And?" he said, sensing that wasn't all.
"And, I won't let her go alone, I won't be far behind her. I'm not losing her again. I won't let her go anywhere alone, not after this."

I walked out, glancing over my shoulder one last time, and there she was, in the window, instantly waving again; she was standing there all the while, waiting for me to turn around again.

It was winter outside (not depressing to me, I rather find winter rahter invigorating,) and I felt a little freezing wetness in the corner of my eye, I waved back one last time for the day, so I could turn around quickly, before that moisture in my eyes manifested.

I wasn't going to let the love of my life see me cry, in these last days of ours.

I then began walking home, where my new girlfriend was cooking for me (in real-life, a good friend of mine only,) and I had absolutely no idea how to go about telling her what transpired, and what would soon become.

I suppose I should've been careful for what I'd wished for, all of these years.

The $100,000 riddle

When my Grandfather died in 1999, it hit me hard. Out of my rather large family, he was the only one I ever identified with, and I was his favourite grandson, by far. I wasn't talking to my parents for a few years, as per some drama that went down, and news found its way to me that he died. What made it worse is that, the last week he was alive, I'm told he was 'determined' to find me, because he missed me, and that he was 'very saddened' that he didn't know where to find me. No-one told me, because, fairly enough, no-one knew exactly where I was. When I heard this, I became severly depressed.

One night, I had a dream that took the edge off of my turmoil, a dream some would say is his ghost revisiting, a dream I would say was my mind's idea of consolation; the truth is, it was so odd that I dare say it could go either way, if not a little of both.

My grandfather appeared to me (in a dream,) and I instantly approached him.

"My god, I've missed you," I began, nearly hysterical, "there's so much I want to explain, to apologize-"
"I don't have much time," he interrupted, "please pay attention to what I've got to tell you."
"Okay."
"It's a riddle, and when you figure it out, you'll find $100,000, and I'll come see you again, to give you the next one."
"Uh... alright..."
"Number one : What are the lessons of the seven deadly obsessions? Number two : Would a civilized nation trade war for an airport?"
"What?"
"I have to go, solve this and I'll be back to see you."

The dream ended, and I've never forgotten the riddle, word-for-word. I don't know if the riddles are an allusion, either literal or connotative, personal or historical, and never had I had an answer that felt right, to either one. I don't even know if the answer to the second one is a simple 'yes' or 'no.' Perhaps I never will. It's not even so much the $100,000 (however that's supposed to work,) but I do believe that, if I 'solve ' it, I'll see him again, even if just in a dream, genuine visitation or not.

I miss him.

Last Ride

For those goons who remember, my pal of (at the time) 25 or so years went missing, and I posted about it here, only to later find he committed suicide, much to the shock of everyone, even me, who knew all of his secrets.

Soon after, I had a dream of he and I riding in a truck, myself driving. In life, everywhere we went, HE drove, which was curious point number one. Secondly, this guy was a sharp-dressed Italian, always serious and such, but, since we were childhood pals, he'd pull goofy jokes and antics in my presence, almost to the point of aggrivating. What made it humourous, though, was the fact that no-one would ever believe he could be such a jester.

As we drove (in the dream,) he was acting up; it was fun at first, but it became annoying to the point where I couldn't even concentrate on driving. I finally had enough, and stopped the truck.

"Jesus, would you cut it out already?"
"Okay," he said, like a scolded child, "I just wanted to have a little fun, one last time."

I exited the truck, then 'remembered' that he'd died. I spun around, and he was gone. We were parked in a rather plain, large clearing, and he was nowhere to be found.

Not then, not now.

I've never dreamt of him again, and I still feel guilty about my dream-demeanor.

Forgiveness and a Genuine Mystery

This one is a lot of backstory, a quick dream, but strange nonetheless.

When an ex and I broke up AGES ago (not the one in the first story,) I got custody, per se, of the cat. Her mother had given us the cat, she was on camping vacation, when a hungry little orange kitten meowed at her to feed him... he wound up eating all of her food for the trip! We got him for Christmas, and we took him home for the next two years or so, and now, it was just the cat and myself.

Once she left, I'd found out that she didn't pay the bills or rent with the money I'd given her. I could only find shitty jobs, which didn't do anything for my newfound debt. I had to get food that both the cat and myself could eat, mainly cheap meat and such, until, eventually, I was evicted.

I gave the cat to my mother, and a couple of years had passed before I had a place that could take cats in, which I promptly did.

I missed this cat, and this cat missed me. He was such a character, he actually faked injury to get attention from girls; the bigger the breasts, the more he'd do to get held by said girls. Doubt me all you want, this is the way it was. We had some hard times together, but that only made us closer, and, after about two years or so at my mother's, we were a team again.

However, hard times fell again, and, apprently, the wall-neighbor's dog had fleas... which meant MY apartment had fleas. I took a job with a friend of mine, and was gone 10, 11 hours a day, and was staying at his house, near the job; I'd stop in once a day very quickly to feed the cat. One day, upon staying more than 30 seconds, I found out that the flea problem had grown into an infestation. Now, I needed to bring him to a vet, after getting a pet carrier and setting 'flea bombs' off in the house. It distressed me that the cat cried when I'd run in and feed him, lonely and apparently in pain from the flea-bites.

One day, I came home, with the pet carrier, flea-bombs and such, only to find the cat dead. Later I'd find out it was a kind of anemia from the fleas sucking out too much iron from the blood. I was traumatized. My little cat that survived starving in the woods, hardship when my ex left, two years in a strange house, and, now, finally home, lonely and dead from accidental neglect.

I disposed of the body, hastily, before I got upset yet angry, and returned to the apartment, setting off the flea-bombs. I returned a few hours later and raised the windows for ventilation. A few hours later, still, I came back, to my silent, still apartment, my little friend gone.

I had two sconces in the room where I found him, one right over where the body was, one about three meters to the right. I lit a 'hurricane' (7-day) candle on each, it was the most I could do for my little friend at the time. I left and went to my friend's house, worked two full days, not needing to stop back at my place anymore.

After those two days away, I went home, exhausted, and promptly fell asleep in my own bed, flea-free. I woke up in the night, and became haunted by thoughts of my suffering cat, becoming really upset. 

I fell asleep after a while, and dreamed that he was sitting right under that first candle, meowing at me. I, in dreamlike dementia where all things are common, explained to him that I was sorry, and, in detail, why I was gone for so long, and what I was doing to try to get everything straight before he got sick, much less him dying. I told him how sorry I was, and literally begged for forgiveness, that such a hard, sad little life should end so painful, lonely, and tragically by my not being a good enough provider.

When I finished, he approached me, and cuddled with me under my right arm, the way he used to, and was soon softly purring on my chest. In my dream, I cried. He'd forgiven me.

When I woke up, I inexplicably felt better, as if closure had occurred. What woke me up was my phone ringing, my pal was outside my door, wanting me to get ready for work. I threw something on, and let him in.

"Didn't you light those candles days ago?"

I had forgotten that, I lit them before I left for two days, and was to tired to notice them when I came back the previous night, exhausted. They were still lit, as 7-day candles will do. However, it wasn't wise to be gone for days with candles lit, was it?

That's when I noticed something very odd.

The candle that was directly over where the cat died, where he sat and listened in the dream, was barely consumed; it looked as if I'd just lit it. In contrast, the other candle on the same wall looked like it should, three or so days burning. I had no window-uint turned on, and left the fans off due to high electric bills; I'd even forgotten to turn them ON when I got home the previous night, so that no air-flow in the room could account for one candle burning relatively faster than the other.

Even so, the one over where the cat died still looked just lit.

One cue, I heard a cat softly meowing the moment this sunk in, although it wasn't uncommon for cats to live, sneak around, and fight under the apartment/house, which is what I attributed it to.

Still, though my little cat was gone, I felt forgiven.

-

Sorry so depressing, folks, but it is what it is.

Share your odd/prophetic/surreal dreams of late!

(though my cat was an orange/red Mancoon, here's a picture of a kitten to lighten the mood)


__________________



